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PRAIRIE VALLEY, TOPPER j 

GID'DAP/ 



BE CAREFUL, HOPALONG . 
THET BLACK HOOO IS 
SUPPOSED TO BE A J 
MIGHTY ORNERY 
CRITTER! 



1 SNAKES I 



DIFFERENCE T 



A SIMPLE CHOICe. 
TORE MONEY OR 



! MADE PRACTICALLY 
HE TABLE TODAY J 
MACHINERY NEEDS A 
STIN'...HA,HA...SO 
NO UP WITH A UTTLB 
MORE O’ THE 
TH CUSTOMER'S 



UT DO 
WANT: 



hoesTJO 

ffluisn ^. 1 



I'M TELUN ' 
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J rr s A DEAL WAR'S TO 1> 
NEW PARTNERSHIP.. ..THE BL 
HOOD AND HONEST JOHN 



' YUH GOT \*LL-&W/ 

SOMETHIN' THAR, 

HONEST JOHN I'VE SEEN 
LOOKING FER A SETUP LIKE THIS 
PER A LONG TIME THIS CASINO 
16 A© 6000 A PLACE AS ANY TO 
HOE MV LOOT ; - 



WAIT. 



» CAN'T , 

l BELIEVE IT .' 

/MV GOOD FRIEND, 
CASSIDY 16 A-FEARED 
OF NO MAN i - j t 



HOLD ON T I MEANT EVERY 
THERE, ,< WORD I SAID' 

sheriff; \ and yuhu soon 
ISN'T THAT I PROVE MV WORDS, 
TAKING IN / HOPALONG! BUT 
A LOT OF 1 FIRST LET ME 
TERRITORY? ./ GIVE YUH ALL THE 

|A~^C(ISyT[l black hood.' 



S9B 
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Shortlv after - 



Meanwhile— thank goooness 

‘ rw ALMOST THAR / 

THE THOUGHT O' THE BLACK HOOD 
6TRIKING SENDS CHILLS UP - 



THAR'S NO SENSE * 
USING THE WHIP / IT AIN 1 
GONNA DO YUH ANY 
•j- GOOD / . — 



GlPDAP 
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SOUNDS A,® IP SOMEONE'S 
IN TROUBLE ...GID'DAP. 

TOPPER ' r — 



DECISION CASSIDY ' 
MOULD MAKE 1 , 

THIS GIVES ME > 
MY CHANCE TO / 
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ANY HOMBRE WOULP COME 

UP TO ME AND DO A . 

THING LIKE THAT.' 



.that’s different. 

CRITTER KICKED ME 



■THROW 
JP THEN : 



WITH BOTH FISTS 
FLAILING AWAV.' y— 



THIS IS WHAT^-> 
’VE BEEN WAITING' 
. FER ^ 







E 








■Hi. 


it 

le 






HOPALONG CASSIDY 




L 



HOPALONG CASSIDY 




HOPALONO CASSIDY 




“mi ms mot/m marauder 

f, J PART ivo-THE VI&ILANTBB / // 



I CAN'T SAVE THE COACH, 
_ BUT I CAN SAVE THE 
^ DRIVER t - 
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I REMEMBER ... f THAT'S RIGHT.' BUT HE 
SLAOtr HOOD t J GOT AWAY.' X DON'T 
r SEE A TRACE OF HIM ! 



Shortly after - 



thars 

-< YORE 
3 I SHARE O’ 
/ HONEST 
'John: now 

I'D BETTER 
BE DOING . 
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" YUH'VE LOST , 
AGAIN, BEMIS. 



IF YUH ASK MB, r 
GAY THE WHEEL'S 
FIXED.' 



WHUT'S GOING ) I DON'T 
^OM IN THAR? / Blit IT £ 



I'VE GOTSOMPTIN' 

TO SAY 'BOUT TH6TI 



ON'T MIND LOSIN' AT A GAMBLIN' 
LE AS LONG AS IT'S HONEST. BIT 
O MIND LOSING MY MONEY AT 
A CROOKED WHEEL THAT'S 
51 been fixed; 
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I DON'T SEE ANYTHING CROOK- 
ED HERE I THE WHEEL'S SET, 
JUST THE WAY IT SHOULD 0E 



WAL, I'M GONNA END I 
GAMBLIN' IN THIS WVAR 
THE FIRST THIN® I'M® 
TO DO IB ORGANIZE A 
VIGILANTE COMMITTEE.' 
THEY'LL PIH- AN END/tS 

TO NONEST rggsgSSM 



▼ AS SOON 49 X ^ 
HEARD SHERIFF 
/CASSICV ARRIVED IN 
S TOWN, I SET THE 
I WHEELS STRAIGHT ! 
/ X HAD NO HANKERIN' 
ID TANGLE WITH HIM i 



SOMEHOW I NEVER 
THINGS WHEN THEY 
GET THIS QUIET T 



YO RE RIGHT, HOPALONG , 
WISH I KNEW WHERE Tl 
BLACK HOOD INTENDED 
STRIKIN’ next; m 



JEST/ IM AFRAID 

WE'LL JUST HAVE 

' TO GUESS i THE HOOD 

ADVERTISING.'^ 



fE'LL PUT AN E 
> GAMBLIN' IN 
IIS TOWN.' IT'E 
!E RUINATION C 
IV COMMUNITY! 
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I'M JEST 'BOUT CLEANED UP PER THE NIGHT/ 
I THINK I'LL GET MVS ELF SOME SHUT-EVE NOW 



WHUT& THE1 
NC.SS 
OUTSIDE, . 
HORALONG? 



HUH IT IS AMOS I 

IF THEY'VE TAKEN THE LI 

ter Tik HANOs; «ti 



•C HOLD ON, FOLKS,' Y W E AIN'T ASKING YUH, , 
DON'T DO ANYTHING ] HOPALONG BUTT OUT.' 
YOU MAY REGRET -r-f 



I 
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8EMIS S RIGHT. 1 IP THEY 
WEREN'T IN CAHOOTS < 
WITH HIM.THEY WOULOVE 1 
SHUT DOWN THE CASINO J 
LONG AGO / y 



T you DONT REA- 
I UZS WHAT , 
/ YOU'RE DOllJG.' 
'STOP, X TELL 

. you : 



IT'S THE ^S.DON 
SHERIFF'S JOB I TO ■ 
TO SEE THAT /JES1 
THE LAW IS /PROT 
OBSERVED, 1 JOHN 
NOT YOURSly ABLY 



V DON'T KNOW WHAT 
THEY'RE DOING , 



RIGHT,' THEN WE CAN GIT 
ONJNITH^BURNiN’ DOWN 



WORKIN' 



SHOULD WE * 
THESE 
TWO ?JB| 
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.WAYFARING STRANGER 




By John Mar 



T HE wayfaring stranger whose name hap- 
pened to be Biz Martin mopped up the 
last of the gravy from the broiled steak off the 
chuck wagon. Mike, the cook, looked up and 
winked at the small circle who were watching 
Biz do his stuff: old Mr. Cantle, the owner of 
the spread. Big Jim, his son, and Rory Swingle 
who' owned the next spread. They all smiled. 

Mike silently slapped a big mug of coffee 
and a wedge of his special squash pie in front 
of Biz. Instead of flinching, Biz, who had al- 
ready eaten enough to feed a chow line thirty 
feet long, hooked an eye around the circle. The 
grave lines of his face dissolved in twinkling . 



is disappear 



pipe 



"The 



eethea 



“Chicl 



achee" and was just beginning t . .. __ 

“Lola Montcz” when a high, rattling whoop 
sounded off the prairie and a few minutes later 
the thunder of hoofs announced the arrival of 
Mr. Cantle’s bunkhouse wranglers who had 
been set to guarding the herds. Everyone sprang 
to their feet. 

"Jim— a masked gang is stampeding the west 
herd through High Pass!" yelled the leading 
wrangler. 

“Rustlers!” Big Jim looked around at his 
father. Out of the corner of his eye he saw 
the wayfaring stranger put down his guitar and 
pull a big six-gun out of his ragged pants. It 
dangled at the end of a string. Then Biz eyed 




"Guess you folks never 
so quick." he said. 

They all laughed. 

"Never did. mister," old man Cantle boomed. 
"That's why . . ." 

"I know," Biz said quickly, his mouth full 
of pie. "Anybody'd go fifty miles to see a 
champion do his stuff. Well. I'm not a cham- 
pion. folks. I was just hungry." 

Presently, Biz finished his repast and began 
Jo pay for it. in the immortal way. Other meth- 
ods of entertainment were right at hand. But 
there was nothing to substitute for the warm, 
human voice, invoking the singing magic of 
the hills, the plains and the people. That and a 
big, dusty "geetar.” 

Wreathed by drifting cigar 
Sinoxe as the others took their ease after 
long day roping and branding. Biz let loos 
-dozen. He sang “Down Sunday Way' 



"And not one of those 
Cantle said angrily. "One 
Pass, any lobo across 

Neighbor Rory Swingle came up. He was 

"Reckon your bunkhouse boys must have 
been asleep." he said gently. 

The bunkhouse boys, still on horses flecked 
with foam, resented this and said so. 

"All right, all right," Mr. Swingle said sooth- 
ingly. "I just wanted to speak my piece." 

A loaded cayusc nudged its nose into the 
circle of men. Everyone looked up as a dry 
voice split the silence. 

"Tell you what I reckon," said the wayfar- 

With beef at the price they're givin' in Laramie, 
that is." Biz Martin hefted his six-gun. 

They scrambled for the waiting horses, all 
of them, including Mr. Swingle and Mike, the 

"Which way did they go?" Big Jim asked 
one of the wranglers. 

The man pointed around in a wide circle 
toward High Pass. 

"Must have cut near the end of the Pass by 



“We 



: his father worriedly. The loss 
erd would be a hard blow finan- 



He loo 
of the v 
cially. 

The mounted men hurtled forward toward 
the setting sun. Unaccountably, the wayfaring 
stranger took the lead. Sitting in his saddle, 
bent slightly forward, his small gray figure im- 
passive, he suddenly looked like a man born 
to command. He led them down the grassy 
slope of the prairie to the foot of the low hills 
and then along the sharp, rocky path to the 
entrance of High Pass. They reined up sud- 
denly. 

"What's the matter?" Mr. Swingle asked, 
is he watthed Big Jim cast an eye around the 



horiz 



a go u 



vay," Big Jim said. 

"Weve got to cut 'em oft. not chase 'em!" 

Biz Martin nudged Big Jim and pointed 
silently. Big Jim had to squint to see the nar- 
row, rock ledge winding over the big rise 
through which High Pass cut like a crooked 







quicker, easier with these 

fare Shortcuts! 
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"You think that ledge will hold a dozen 
horses?” he asked. 

Jim grinned. “One at a time, anyway," he 
answered. He raised his hand and thrust it 
sharply forward. But Biz Martin was already 
leading the way. 

The narrow ledge at its widest was maybe 
four feet across. It was one of those basalt 
strata that had been formed hundreds of mil- 
lions of years ago. deep in the heart of a moun- 
tain buried beneath the oceans that once raged 
where now the cattle range. 

Here and there, the ledge narrowed abruptly 
to a mere foot and a half. When that happened, 
the horses inched forward with the riders side- 
saddle so as -to cut down the distance between 
the horsemeat and the mountain wall. A single 
misstep would mean, at the very least, a busted 
head and maybe death. 

Biz, in the lead, came off the ledge first onto 
the beginning of the landfall. Big Jim, right 
behind him, saw Biz pull at his six-gun. The 
hogleg snapped back and Biz started fanning 
the hammer. 

The owlhoots who were emerging from the 
other side of the pass started sending their 
own mail. A hail of lead slugs ripped the air 
past the heads of the men coming off the ledge 
as Biz and Big Jim started the descent into 
the valley. 

They had to go down against what looked 
like a wall of fire. The herd fanned out from 
the Pass, urged on by the masked rustlers with 
shouts and gunfire directed against Big Jim 

"Jim — Jim! I'm hit!" Big Jim looked back 
to see his father clutch suddenly at his shoul- 
der. A gun fell from Mr. Cantle's hand and 
one of his wranglers took him in tow. 

“Look there!" shouted Biz, pointing to the 
opposite wall of the valley. “The herd's goin’ 
out of control! Yippeee! Those sidewinders 
can't head 'em out of the north end of the 
valley now!" 

Big Jim nodded and plunged on together 
with Biz, the two of them forming the point 
of a mounted arrow that shot down the side 
of the valley, aimed straight for the six or 

between the disorganized herd and escape. 

Big Jim took careful aim and fired, but it 
was Biz Martin’s shot that downed the first 
rustler. Then a hurricane of bullets burst from 
the pursuing wranglers, sending up thunderous 
echoes in the surrounding hills. 

The confused rustlers stood against it for 
just about a minute. They were low on ammu- 



nition, apparently, for their gunfire had slack- 
ened and became sporadic. An instant after it 
stopped altogether they broke and ran, spur- 
ring their horses desperately. 

“No use,” panted Big Jim, reining in his 
horse with a jerk beside the dead body of the 
fallen rustler. “We can’t get ’em now. They’ll 
be over that rise and into the next county in 
four minutes!" 

The others came to a shuddering stop. Some 
of them dismounted, crowding around the 
masked dead man. Big Jim tore off the mask 
and whistled. 

“It's one of your men, Rory!" he said and 
looked up. Rory Swingle was on his horse, 
watching uneasily. 

“It couldn’t be!" Rory cried. 

“The rest of ’em were Swingle's men too," 
Biz Martin said suddenly. 

"How do you know?" Big Jim demanded. 
He flashed a glance up the hill and breathed 
easier as a signal told him his father was okay. 

Biz sidled forward to Rory’s horse. He 
touched the rancher's fuzzy woolen pants 
tucked into their boots. Then he carefully 
brushed a few particles into his palm and held 

“Loco weed seed," he said, and looked up 
at Rory Swingle. "It's an old trick to start a 
stampede quicker. You scatter loco weed in 
the front rank of cattle in the direction you 
want ’em to break in. Rory helped his men do 
that, probably at noon chow when everybody 
was back at the chuck, wagon. Then he came 
to the chuck wagon to avert suspicion to him- 
self. But loco weed is full of seed. And it sticks. 
I noticed it just before I et that steak!" 

He stepped back and pointed his gun at Rory 
Swingle. “You didn't dare stay behind — but 
you were mighty careful to be the last in line 
over that ledge. And besides, you wanted us to 
go through the Pass, instead of cutting around. 
That way we'd have lost your men and Mr. 
Cantle's herd.” 

Rory, a good deal paler than a brand-new 
sheet, got off the horse and put his arms in 

B IG JIM came up to the wayfaring stran- 
ger. “I’tJ sure like to thank you. Biz," he 
began, shaking hands. “And do something for 

“You can, when we get back,” the little man 
said, smiling gravely at Mike the cook. “I’d like 
a little more of that pie.” 

THE END 
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I'M NOT^ 
SURE, BUT 
I'M GOING 









&LU& 



r&ULP) 

HOPALONG IS 
RIGHT / WMUT, 
ARE WE DOING ? 



GAMBLING 



REMEMBER 
IS LEGAL IN 
COUNTRY/ IF 



I'M PLUMB ASHAMED O’ WHUT 
DID! IT'S THE LAST TIME I 
EVER ACT WITHOUT THINKIN' 
THINGS THROUGH 

FiRST/ m- TH 



SUBSTITUTE FOR THE PEOPLE/ 

0RGANI2B CULTURAL , -< 

ACTIVITIES/ FORM A /HE'S 
COMMITTSEJ GIVE — -^CORRECT/ 
PEOPLE SOME-/ I SUGGEST 
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OPINED VUH'D AGREE THAT'S 
IHY I BROUGHT THESE STICKS 
>' DYNAMITE ALONG WITH Me.' 



WHUT IN A IT'5 MY BUSINESS 
TARNATION A. .IT FEU. WAY 
IS AILIN' N OFF.' SINCE THEY 
YUH, HONEST | ORGANIZED THET 

'..V- 

LOOK 5AD l J MITTEE, EVERY- 

» , rfS ONE'S BUYING 

— . \ / > BOOKS ANO GOING 
_ M Vf TO SHOWS INSTEAD 



THE COMMITTEE! WHY DON'T 
YUH PUT 50ME DYNAMITE 
UNDER THE TOWN HALL THE 
NEXT TIME THEY MEET! 
THET'D WIND UP, 

THEIR BUSINESS. 



THEY' LL BE MEETING 
TONIGHT! IF YUH DO 
WHUTI SAID... IT'LL. 
8E THEIR LAST J. 
MEETING! SO ^ 



/ WOW TO TAKE OFF THIS BLACK HOOD O' A 
SO THET I DON'T ATTRACT SUSPICION ! TH 
NEXT THING I GOTTA DO IS NOTIFY THE 
SHERIFF OF WHUT HONEST JOHN IS GONNA 

do tonight; with him in the hoosegow, 

I WON'T HAVE TO SHARE MY 

LOOT WITH ANYONE ! ^ j- 1T[ 



Shortly after— J it says that honest' 



THET'S RIDICULOUS! 



JOHN IS GOING TO 
BLOW UP THE TOWN HALL 
TONIGHT WHEN THE CULTURE 
COMMITTEE MEETS l IT'S 
NOT SIGNED , 



JOHN WOULD NEVER, 
BE FOOLISH . — T 

ENOUGH TO OO ) I 
ANY SUCH A-J. 

thing; 



WANTED 
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SOUND! THE & TDWN 



WELL, THIS SURE V THEY 
IS CONVENIENT.' /OUGHT TO 
IT HAS THE < STRING THE 
OWNERS NAME ) CRITTER UP 
IN IT.... HONEST /PER KILLING 
JOHN i y SO MANV 

S _ , — -rrru\ INNOCENT 

! V people; 
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I STILL DON’T SEE WHY 
VUH ASKED ME TO LEAVE 
THE LIGHTS ON AT TOWN ^ 
WHEN YOU NOTIFIED THE 
COMMITTEE TO CALL OFF 
THEIR MEETING ! . — 



WORKING :hONE6T 



I FOUND AT THE 
SCENE OF THE 
-crime; 



JSSIBLEl SOMEONE OB- 
BEEN J VIOUSLY LEFT 



COME 



LAST FE 
HOURS . 





HOTALONO CAJSDT 




OqOF: 



i JUST AS I SUSPECTED I THE BLACK HOOD AND 
BEMIS ARE ONE AND THE SAME THAT’S WHY 
HE FORMED THE VISILANTE COMMITTEE AND 
tuatic IUUV HE "HAPPENED" TO FIND HONEST 

X GOT THE STORY OF HIS , 

WITH HONEST JOHN WHEN 



BEMIS.. .OR THE HOOD.. .NEVER. 
REALIZED WE'D ACT SO FAST 
AFTER GETTING THAT NOTE HE 

sent; but like all crooks, if 
HE REALLY COULD THINK, HE . 
WOULDN'T GO FOR A LIFE ^ 
OF CRIME i 



UP JOB HYAR 
IN PRAIRIE 
VALLEY, , 
HOPALONG/ 



JOHN'S HAT! 
CONNECTION 
I LOCKED I 



